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CHAPTER I. 


'T all sounds squar’,” 
Deacon musingly, 


‘only it 
ain't a bit like Chad Evans to 
act that away, not even if he’s 
sure dead,” 

The group sitting in the patch of 
shade on the east side of the Deacon’s 
shack nodded in absent-minded acqui- 


escence, There were five in the group, 
all leading citizens of Airline, and all 
stanch friends of Chad ns. Down 
the rough wagon road, where stray liz- 
ards sprawled in the hot sand, walked 
one lone figure of a man; and, while 
they hearkened to the Deacon, they 
watched the figure, and its ination— 
these friends of the absent Chad Evans. 
Pericles says he’s been gone over 


ent on the Deacon, “He they 

can't have no fight, nor disagreement 
even, as between gentlemen. And he 
hat Chad was plumb set on pros- 
over toward the Devil’s Dive; 
e opinion that’s where 
we'll find his remains, after the vultures 
get through with the: 


S 
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“He's going into Carter's office,” said 
Van Dyke, with abrupt displeasure, sit- 
ting up to obtain a better view down the 
road. “He's going straight in thar, 
boys; and it’s dollars to rocks he’s got 
something in his pockets besides _but- 
tons. If he's made a strike up on Lone 
Bar, there’s a lie back of the Chad 
Evans story; and he’s ousted the kid 
to get the whole shooting match.” 

“Steady, Van, steady!” warned old 
Noodles. “Those two came out to Air- 
line as pals, didn’t they, on the handy 
spot of a slow freight's sleeping car? 
And they never quarreled nor accused 
one another of things, did they? And 
they've been here going on a year, and 
nobody to say a word against them. 
How ut it? It ain't squar’ to leap 
on anybody just because his partner's 
stepped over the edge of the sky line, 
and ain't left any address.” 

“I never did like his name,” growled 
Van. “'Tain’t a sensible name for any 
man to travel under. Even if a mis- 
tooken set of blinded sponsors happened 
to hand him such a one, he should have 
changed it as soon as the light of com- 
mon sense brought understanding 
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through his brain. Pericles Quinn! 
Don't it rasp on your eardrum eve 
time it hits it? It does on mine. Peri- 
cles! Gee!” 

“Now, that was the first strong rea- 
son I had for trusting him,” argued the 
Deacon forcibly. “Any man who would 
stand up under such a name, and have 
the strong-minded sense of honor to 
his family to bear it, must have some- 
thing besides yellow in his make-up. I 
always call him Pericles, too; and it 
does kind of fit him.” 

“I don’t like a bald-headed man, with 
a curly fringe and no ha’r on his face, 
no more’n a new-born kid,” sent back 
Van Dyke haughtily, stroking tenderly 
the long gray appendage that won him 
his nickname in Airline, “I'll bet Adam 
was all ha’r; and it’s the way God in- 
tended man should go forth.” 

“Shet up, Van, do shet up!” Noodles 
exclaimed, “This ain't no time for per- 
sonal prejudices, is it? There ought to 
be a search party organized and sent 
after the remains.” 

“You couldn't get a search party of 
archangels into the Devil’s Dive in 
July,” retorted the Deacon, rising. 
“Tt’s sad and suspicious ; but all we can 
do is sidle around to Lone Bar when 
we get a chance, and look the ground 
over for any signs of fight, or a burial 
thereabouts, and keep an eye on the 
worldly prospects of Mr. Quinn, Thar 
comes the United States mail, God 
bless it!” 
verybody sat up, and stared with a 
pleased and interested expression at the 
mail. It was the most startling object 
on the landscape, and the only sign of 
the times that ever appeared at close 
range in Airline. Instead of the buck- 
board that in turn superseded the old 
stage, there had appeared an automo- 
bile as the mail-delivery vehicle when 
the last carrier took up the office. 
Bright red it was, and with a horn that 
sent forth a grand whoop that you could 
catch the echo of four miles away, as it 
came sliding along the valley road, then 
cut up the hills to Airline, 

“Gee!” gasped Van Dyke, the first 
day the red monster appeared. “Look 
at her eat ‘em up! Guess Airline’s some 


doings, or they wouldn’t send up our 
dail: y papers in a four-thousand-dollar 
pusheart, would they?” 

There was something in the pushcart 
to-day besides daily papers. Even at a 
distance, the inhabitants of Airline dis- 
covered this fact, and promptly exuded 
from their dwellings to be on the spot 
when the distribution occurred. 

The machine drew up in front of the 
Deacon's General Emporium. Mr. R. 
H. Stevens, the mail carrier, handed out 
the sack to the Deacon with his custom- 
ary ceremony. He was not a native 
product, Mr. R. H. Stevens, and he had 
emphasized his independence of local 
prejudice the first day of his incum- 
bency of the position. He would not be 
dubbed any fool name by any heayen- 
blasted son of Airline. “He would be 
treated with respect every time he ap- 
peared on their joy-deserted hill, or he 
would refuse to tty the sack up the 
mountain. He would leave it dangling 
on a tree down in the valley, three miles 
away, as he had a perfect right to do, 
Airline not being a recognized postal 
station. 

Therefore, Airline had called him Mr. 
R. H. Stevens, for it had tact and dis- 
cretion, once it was hit in the right spot. 

But to-day the crowd watched not the 
carrier, even though he wore new yel- 
low gloves that sang their own gay 
song to the world at large. They sim- 
ply shut up and watched his passenger. 
She wore a long, all-enveloping cloak of 
some soft, silky gray material, and a veil 
of gray chiffon most effectually con- 
cealed her features and general points 
of interest from Airline. But she was 
young. At least she was young, and of 
most surpassing grace. This pene- 
trated even to the dulled brain of Van 
Dyke as he watched Mr, Stevens get 
out and assist his passenger to alight; 
and Van Dyke, with a faint remem- 
brance of manners and customs of real 
humans, slowly but surely lifted his 
peaked hat, and let it drop behind him. 

She did not seem bothered by the 
crowd. Turning to Mr. Stevens, she 
settled with him in a matter-of-fact 
way, and even gave him a tip in con- 
sideration of his extra courtesy to her 
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along the route, which left Mr. Ste- 
vens in a deplorable state of mind. 

As the red car swept on around the 
spur of the hills, she picked up the two 
suit cases that Stevens had set down for 
her; but Van Dyke and Lonny leaped 
for them instantly. 

“Just tike Hex to the hotel, please,” 
she said, and raised her veil. 
ther stirred. Spellbound, they 
stuck to the earth, and stared at the 
radiant, happy face that smiled at them. 
Bor above all else, above her mere 
charm and beauty, was the actual happi- 
ness that seemed to radiate from the 
stranger's face, from her smile, her soft, 
tender eyes, her ineffable grace. 

“Thar ain't no hotel, ma'am,” gasped 
L onny finally. 

“Isn't there? Then where do people 
stay who come here as strangers?” 

Lonny hesitated. It didn’t seem good 
policy to explain that any strangers who 
ever strayed by mischance of fate and 
fortune into Airline usually hid their 
anatomies at night behind the roomy 
bar of the Golden Gleam, or in its spa- 
cious back hall, 

“Are there any boarding houses?” 
she asked, still smiling hopefully. “I 
only want to stay until I can find my— 
the person I am looking for.” 

Airline drew in a deep, composite 
breath, and gazed at its elbow neigh- 
bors with immediate suspicion. Whom 
had she come to find? 

“Perhaps some of the married ladies 
camp would be willing to take me 
ight 2” 
har ain't no wimmen folks in the 
whole durn camp,” answered the Dea- 
con bluntly, 

For the first time, a startle] look 

flashed into her dark-blue eyes. but was 
instantly, and she laughed. 
Vhat an unpopular place this must 
he said, looking around at Air- 
sible male population. “Have 
you ‘killed off all the female portion, or 
are you just——” 

*’Tain't intentional, ma'am,” inter- 
rupted Van Dyke huskily. “It's a 
blasted bit of bad luck from an all- 
powerful Providence. That's what it 
is. Thar ain't a skirt this side 


The Deacon was coughing spasmod- 
ically. Lonny administered a deft touch 
of jujutsu insinuation to Van Dyke's 
shin, and he recalled his manners. 

“No ladies, I should say, no ladies 
abiding in this wilderness as far as the 
human eye can see.” 

“How fortunate!” laughed the 
stranger ; and Airline wondered whether 
she referred to the preference fortune 
showed the ladies. “But, you see, I 
must stay some place.” 

“If the lady does not object,” began 
an entirely strange voice behind the 
crowd, a slow, pleasant voice, with an 
Eastern drawl to it; “if the lady does 
not object, I should be glad to give up 
my quarters to her, such as they are.” 

Slowly the crowd gave way; and 
there, under the united gaze of Airline's 
citizens, the girl and Jack Carter met 
each other's gaze for the first time, tool 
each other’s mental measure, and passed 
silent judgment thereon, 

“Will you please carry my suit cases 
for me to wherever it is?” asked the 
girl; and the crowd watched the two go 
down the road that led to Carter's 
brand-new shack. 

It had served him as office and abid- 
ing place in one of late. Only once was 
their progress interrupted. Just as they 
reached the little oblong pine box, with 
the large sign across its upper false 
front, “J. A. Carter, Lawyer”; just as 
they reached this point, a shot rang out 
on the still noon air; and Pericles Quinn 
and another man literally rolled out of 
the door, and pitched headlong down 
the rough board steps at the girl's feet. 
Over Quinn's left ear, the straw-colored 
fringe of curly hair was wet, and stained 
dark red. But he was fighting gamely, 
noiselessly ; and, when he desisted. the 
man under him lay still, with Quinn's 
knee on his chest. 

Carter had made no move to stop 
the trouble. Quietly he waited, as did 
the crowd back at the Deacon's. It was 
an unwritten law in Airline to wait 
quietly when any trouble happened till 
you saw that the shooting game was 
over, and things were getting back to 
what Van Dyke called “terrible firma.” 

The girl shrank instinctively back 
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toward the shelter of Carter’s arm; but 
she was looking down at Quinn’s strong- 
ly featured face, his clear gray eyes, and 
long, bony chin, that issued a challenge 
to the world at large, as he smiled up at 
her. He adjusted his shirt sleeves, and 
wiped off the streaming blood from his 
clipped ear with a backward movement 
of his shoulder, deft and efficacious. 

“What's the matter, Quinn?” Car- 
ter’s tone was low, and most polite, al- 
most disinterested. “I thought you had 
finished your business when I left you.” 
“Did you, now?’ queried Pericles 
pleasantly, with an Irish twinkle in his 
eye. “And there I'd only commenced. 
Your office boy, and agent here, called 
me a liar; and he called my pal a liar, 
too; and then he put the finishing touch 
on this swindling game you two are try- 
ing to pass over on me, and the whole 
town, by insinuating that I had killed 
Chad Evans. And when I reached after 
him as a man does, with bare fists, he 
pulled a gun, and shot me. But he ain't 
a good shot.” 

“You said Chad Evans?” The girl 
leaned forward eagerly. And the 
crowd, at the sound of her voice, 
strolled down the road deferentially, to 
catch the words that fairly burned on 
the still air. “I have traveled three 
thousand miles to find him here to-day.” 

“Well, I’m sorry, ma’am, you’ve had 
such a long trip.” Perciles rose, with 
all the mighty dignity and kindness he 
could muster. “Chad's been my partner 
for over a year; and things were begin- 
ning to develop when he dropped off the 
earth, He’s been gone two weeks, seven- 
teen days, to be exact ; and he had some- 
thing valuable with him when he left 
the camp on Lone Bar.” 

Quinn raised his voice a bit, and faced 
the crowd, bareheaded, the blood mak- 
ing a curious dark stain on his light hair 
and tanned throat. 

“He had two sacks of ore with him 
from a new drift he’d struck; and he 
was bound for the express office at 
Stanton, and somewhere along the road 
he met foul play. Oh, I mean what I 
say, Carter; and you can smoke your 
damned cigarette, and leer at me all you 
like, but you know in your heart that 


I speak God’s truth. I say that Chad 
Evans met with foul play; and to-day, 
when I come down here to ask for time 
to meet his obligations and mine at this 
spider’s web, like an honest man, all I 
get is sneers and insults, and the hint 
that I know more of my partner’s death 
than I care to tell. 

“Tell? I'll tell everything I know. 
This man here, Jack Carter, is in Air- 
line, acting for Nevada Coalition inter- 
ests. If they didn’t believe ia Airline, 
would they send out a man to buy up 
and grab everything in sight? He's 
been here over two years now; and he’s 
bonded everything he could lay his 
hands on; and, when the poor devils 
couldn’t pay up, he's taken the goods 
and handed them over to his boss; and 
that’s what he’s tried to do to the Sun- 
shine claims, boys. Chad and me owe 
him money, two thousand five hundred 
dollars, to be exact, at twelve per cent 
for six months. That sounds straight 
and honest, don’t it? I can’t pay it to- 
day, and the time’s up. Some place over 
there in those mountains, Chad’s body 
is lying, done to death by this combine, 
I could swear. 

“Can't you help me out, boys? Can’t 
you help me out against the pack of 
thieves? You never liked me. I ain't 
the way with me that wins friends; but 
you liked Chad, didn’t you? Was there 
ever such a bully kid landed in these 
parts as Chad Evans? Wasn't he the 
whitest, squarest man you ever knew? 
Can't you reach down in your pockets 
and Save his claims for him, in the hope 
that he'll turn up yet, and beat them to 
it. Men, in God’s name, can't you help 


There was dead silence in the crowd. 
Carter smoked his cigarette, and smiled 
thoughtfully at its ashed tip. The Dea- 
con coughed. Van Dyke swore; but 
nobody reached down into their pockets 
for plain cash to save the claims of the 
Sunshine group, for they frankly be- 
lieved Chad Evans to be very dead some 
place, and beyond the pale of help. 

And then suddenly, for the second 
time that day, Airline got a sensation. 
The girl opened her hand bag, and drew 
out a small check book. 
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“I will pay off this bond,” she said 
ve 7 quietly, and without bravado. 
“Whom shall I make the check payable 
to, Mr. Carter, you or your Eastern em- 
ployer?” 

A slow, dull flush of anger mounted 
Carter's cheeks. He flashed a look of 
quick hate at the smiling face of Per- 
icles, and threw away his cigarette. 

“You mustn't let sentiment run away 
with your common sense, madam,” he 
said guickty “This is a straight busi- 
ness deal.” 

“I have no doubt of it,” interposed 
the girl calmly. 

“T don’t think that you are called on 
to interfere in the matter of the Sun- 
shine claims,” he added, between his set 
teeth, yet speaking courteously, evenly. 

“Don’t you?” smiled back the girl 
bravely, although the color had fled 
from her face and her blue eyes looked 
dark and troubled, “My name is Sun- 
shine Evans. The claims are named 
for me. I am Chadwick Evans’ wife.” 

Nobody spoke. Carter slowly lifted 
his hat as he swept her a bow of ac- 
knowledgment. 

“Widow, you mean, Mrs, Evans.” 

It was Pericles who caught the slen- 
der, swaying form as it slipped softly, 
easily to the ground; Pericles who lifted 
one fist in’ Carter's face, and said 
hu 3 


il pay you back for every moment 
of this last hour. I'll pay you, Jack 
Carter, some day; and, when I do get 
you, T'll get you good.” 
ke her to my shack,” answered 
Carter coolly, “I told her she could 
have it.” = 
Pericles took the little, red-covered 
check book that Lonny had rescued 
from the ground, and tucked it into his 
own pocket. 
“Did you; did you, indeed, you black- 
hearted scamp ?” he murmured. “Well, 
she won't occupy it, thanks, She's go- 
ing home to Lone Bar. If she’s Chad's 
wicow, or wife, half of the Sunshine 
belongs to her, and we're partners. 
Anybody got anything to say?” 
Outside the Deacon’s store stood a 
buckboard and pony, with two bags of 
provisions ready for Lone Bar. Per- 


icles strode toward it with his burden, 
unchecked. Placing the limp form of 
the girl on the seat, he climbed up be- 
side it, and drove away from Airline, 
up the hill trail toward Lone Bar. 


CHAPTER II. 


Not three miles from Airline lay the 
Lone Bar group, officially recorded as 
the Sunshine claims. Airline itself_ had 
climbed as far up the mountain from 
the valley as it dared, and hung on the 
great rounded slope of wilderness like 
sea birds’ nests to crags. Above and 
below it, to the west and southwest, the 
various groups of claims made gaping 
wounds in the red earth. It wasn't a 
picturesque sight, this devastation of 
nature, Here and there was a rough 
makeshift at a smelter. Endless shacks, 
the most shiftless excuse for a dwell- 
ing place man has attempted since his 
dugout days, straggled in wayward 
fashion along the road that Airline 
fondly hoped some day would be its 
Broadway. 

Quinn's pony took the upper trail 
with steady pace, and foreknowledge 
of its pitfalls based on long experience. 
As he had lifted her up to the seat, the 
girl had opened her eyes, and looked, 
not at him, but at Jack Carter, watch- 
ing the departure down the road. 

“I’m so sorry I did that,” she said 
faintly, as they went on. 

“Did what?” Pericles’ tone was in- 
nocent. 

“Fainted just when I should have 
kept my head, and closed the business 
deal with that—that man.” 

She bit her under lip, and shuddered. 

“It was all so different from what I 
expected. I have been traveling since 
Friday from New York, four days, and 
I suppose 1 am tired out. I thought 
surely that Mr. Evans would meet me. 
He expected me.” 

“Are you sure of that, ma'am?” 

Her eyes met his calm, level gaze 
with startled inquiry. 

“TI telegraphed to him two weeks ago 
as soon as I received his letter.” 

“He's been gone just seventeen days 
to-day. There ain't a telegraph station 
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within thirty-five miles of here. You 
might just as well wigwagged at him 
with a little silk flag for all the good 
it would do. The only way to get a 
telegram out here is to go and sit down 
beside the instrument, and camp out till 
you get a return.” 

“But he wrote me that everything 
was well with him now, that he had 
made a big strike, and for me to come 
on as soon as I could conveniently do 
so, and he would meet me at Pearson. 
So, of course, I came.” 

Pericles maintained a discreet silence 
for some distance. As the trail grew 
rougher and steeper, he swung one arm 
along the back of the seat behind her, 
and he was doing a pile of quiet think- 
ing. It almost seemed as if the girl 
divined his trend of thought, for she 
suddenly looked up at him, her eyes 
bright and tearless, her face still white. 

“Didn't Chad tell you about me?” 

“He never talked about any of his 
folks back East.” 

“But he had my picture.” 

“Not in evidence, ma’am,” rejoined 
Pericles slowly. . 

“It was a large one. Perhaps you 
have forgotten.” 

“I shouldn’t have forgotten it if I 
had ever seen it.” 

“And he had a smaller one. Just a 

snapshot, in his watch. Didn't he ever 
speak my name?’ Her voice was al- 
most wistful, 
“What did you say it was, ma’am?” 
Sunshine. It's a foolish name, isn’t 
it, to give anybody? My father named 
me. They call me Sunny at home, and 
so did Chad.” 

“He named the claims after you, as 
soon as we found them and staked out; 
but he never told me why. He was cer- 
tainly a close-mouthed kid. Been mar- 
ried long?” 

She flushed slightly, and her voice 
was low. 

“No; not very long. Perhaps I ought 
to be frank with you, Mr. Quinn, if we 
are going to be partners. We—we were 
married just before Chad came West. 
Oh, just a little bit of a while. Chad’s 
father was a mining speculator, The 
type of a man who deals in mines down 


in New York, and never even sees the 
inside of a shaft. You know.” 

“I know,” said Pericles placidly ; and 
he stooped to adjust her suit cases so 
they formed a footstool for her feet. 

“How kind an? thoughtful you are 
to me,” she said wistfully; then, after 
a pause, her face uplifted to the patch 
of blue above the endless stretch of 
red, and yellow, and purple rocks and 
sand. “Mr. Evans speculated in Ne- 
vada mines, and he lost everything. My 
people were all wealthy. My father has 
been dead since I was seventeen, I am 
twenty-one now, and I was his only 
child, Chad and I have always been 
engaged, I think. I know he proposed 
to me first when I was four years old 
and he was seven. I was in Italy when 
the trouble came; and the first I knew 
of it, Chad wrote and broke our en- 
gagement. We were to be married that 
month on my return from abroad; but 
he told in his letter of his father’s fail- 
ure and sudden death, and released me 
from my promise. He said that he was 
penniless practically, that he was going 
West to make good. Going right out 
to the country where his father had 
been beaten; and he’d fight the game 
right where it was played, not down in 
New York. That's Chad all over, you 
know.” 

“It sure is,” said Pericles earnestly. 
“And it’s Chad all over never to tell me 
a word of his trouble.” 

‘The girl nodded quickly, and went on. 

“I arrived in New York with my 
aunt and uncle the day he was to leave 
for the West. My uncle was also my 
trustee. I telephoned to Chad to come 
to me at once at our hotel. I can’t tell 
you anything more, Mr. Quinn, but he 
came, and—and I promised I wou! | 
come to him the very day he should send 
for me as his wife. And I did.” 

Pericles nodded his head slowly. Her 
hesitancy and the romance of the story 
slipped past him, but left the facts star- 
ing at him, Chad Evans was married. 
His wife had come West to join him, 
and here Chad was missing, probably 
dead, and that left the wife a widow 
and a partner of the Sunshine claims. 
Only Pericles knew just what that posi- 
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tion meant now, partner of the Sunshine 
claims, 

“Chad must have been pretty sure 
he’d struck the real stuff,” he said final- 
ly, “or he'd never lave sent for you.” 

“Aren't you sure it's the real stuff, 
as you call it? It was the real and val:- 
able, or that man, Carter, would never 
have bothered to bond the claims if 
they were of no value.” 

“That's so.” He looked up at her 
for the second time with a dawning ad- 
miration in his eyes. “Say, you're like 
Chad, You can see things ahead of you, 
can’t you? I can't. I can sink a shaft, 
and crosseut from it, with any man in 
the West; but when it comes to business 
on paper, and figuring out a thing you 
can’t see, I’m a kid at a milk bottle. 
Chad and me staked out a group of eight 
claims on this partnership deal when we 
came here ten months ago. They're re- 
corded in his name and mine; but Chad 
wasn't satisfied. He went snooping off 
by himself, prospecting here and there 
in the mountains, and following his own 
lead. I don’t know myself where he 
finally struck luck. It was:his secret. 
I said a while back that I'd never heard 
him mention you, ma’am, but I had, now 
1 come to think of it. The night before 
he left, as we sat smoking outside the 
shack in the moonlight, and he told me 
all he hoped from this thing, I asked 
him if we was to work it as partners, 
and he said no, He'd staked it for an- 
other party. He must have meant you.” 

“It’s just like Chad to do that,” said 
the girl breathlessly. “Do go on, 
please.” 


Vell, when that yellow-souled dog 
back in Airline tried to put Chad's death 
over on me, and close in on the bond, 
I just saw red all to once, and let drive 
at him. Bet he’s chewing loose tecth 
yet. I know I knocked out the whole 
upper set. [ felt them fall in and rat- 
tle; and, with all his shooting, he only 
clipped the top of my ear. But that 
sort of fighting doesn't do any good.” 

The girl shook her head with a quick, 
decisive movement Airline was to know 
well, 

“We must pay them the money. If 
T had not fainted, it would all have been 


settled by now. Whe ‘s Carter repre- 
senting?” 

“The Nevada Coalition.” 

“That's the name of the company that 
tuined Chad's father.” 

“Is it, now?” Pericles’ light, hazel 
eyes twinkled with appreciation. “You 
mustn't say right out that they ruined 
him, ma’am, unless you can prove it. 
Carter will have you up for criminal 
libel. You must say that the company 
was tmable to do business with him suc- 
cessfully, owing to an unfortunate mis- 
understanding. That's the way they fix 
it, and turn it around, and twiggle and 
juggle the meaning of honest words till 
you don't know where you're at. I just 
can't do any business with them at all. 
I know they’re all a set of dogs and 
wolves; and, when they talk a pack of 
lies at me, all I want to do is push their 
faces in.” 

“But Mr. Carter is representing them 
out here,” Sunny said musingly. “He 
cannot reasonably refuse to take the 
money. He has charged a usurious rate 
of interest as it is. You must go back 
to-day, and either make him come to 
Lone Bar and see me personally, or— 
what was that?” 

They stopped short on the trail. 
From the slope ahead there suddenly 
came a light shower of sand and peb- 
bles. As Sunny glanced up, she caught 
sight of a head, apparently hanging 
over the edge of a rock; the small, dark 
eyes, hardly more than pin points of 
high lights under the shock of rough, 
dark hair, watched them intently. 

“That's only Cupid,” Pericles said 
hastily. “He won't harm you none, , 
ma’am, He’s a half-breed kid that Chad 
took a fancy to. He picked him up 
when we were prospecting toward Mex- 
ico before we landed here, and brought 
him on to cook for us and do the house- 
work.” 

“Indian?” queried the girl, as they 
drove on and the head vanished. 

“Well, no, not exactly. Mexican, I 
guess, and a dash of Jap. He’s a real 
good cook. Guess you're glad this part- 
nership don’t call $50 any dishwashing, 
ain’t you?” 

They had come to the end of the 
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trail, and in view of Lone Bar, Far 
up the mountain it was, a bit of table- 
land half natural, half worked back into 
the ground by the “cut-ins.” There 
were no trees, only a mass of under- 
brush, and here and there a few scrub 
pines. A two-room shack had been 
built against the side of the mountain. 
In front of it sprawled four puppies, 
and the mother rose to bristle and bark 
as they came near. The door stood 
wide open. Two wooden chairs invited 
occupancy under the shading boards that 
had been nailed up as a sort of portico 
above it. 

Pericles let the unharnessed pony 
stroll away by itself toward the little 
corral at the back of the house, and car- 
ried in the two bags of provisions be- 
fore he joined the girl. She stood mo- 
tionless outside the door, looking off at 
the marvelous panorama of earth and 
sky that lay before them. 

“Tt all looks red and gold,” she said 
softly. “I never saw anything like it 
before.” 

“It’s certainly one of God's resting 
places,” Pericles returned, with a short 
sigh. “Chad liked to stand out here 
and look at that view, too. He put up 
the shack while I worked at the claims. 
He was going to have a garden, too. 
There’s the seeds in the house, there in 
a cigar box on his table. He said he’d 
like to have a garden started. He 
bought American Leauty roses, and vio- 
lets, and woodbine, and gardenias. I 
thought it was a sort of useless mess of 
truck to try to grow up on a Nevada 
peak like this. I never heard of such 
stuff growing up here, but Chad had 
hopes. He was great on hopes.” 

The girl was silent. The tears gath- 
ered slowly in her eyes, and fell. She 
bit her under lip to keep them back, and 
closed her eyes, her hands clenched 
tightly. Roses, the great, satin-petaled 
roses that she loved best, and violets, 


and gardenias, all her favorite flowers,” 


Chad had bought to make an impossi- 
ble garden for her here on this barren 
mountainside. 

“They're right there on his table,” 
Pericles said gently, turning his back 
on her, 


She went indoors. There were two 
rooms, In the large living room, the 
half-breed boy, Cupid, was bending over 
the cookstove, building up a fire to get 
something for their supper. She went 
into the second room, There were a 
couple of bunks, two tables, and some 
chairs, all fashioned out of timber that 
had grown around the Lone Bar place. 
And on the table she saw Chad’s cuff 
and collar box. 

It was foolish; but she went over to 
the table, and knelt down, her arms 
around the dear leather box, with its 
| seek monogram, and kissed it. It 

ad been her last gift to Chad, sent out 
the first week he wrote from Lone Bar; 
just such a gift as any girl would choose 
in loving blindness of the fitness of 
things; and here it stood in the place 
of honor on his table. She raised the 
cover,.and drew in her breath with a 
quick little gasp of astonishment, star- 
ing at the contents. 

Pericles’ voice called from outside the 
shack, 

“It was real complimentary i in you to 
call so soon, Carter.” 

“I haven't anything to say to you, 
Quinn,” came back Carter’s voice, easy 
and decidedly musical. “I want to speak 
to Mrs. Evans if she is able to be seen.” 

“She ain't.” Quinn’s voice was final. 
“She’s all tuckered out between her long 
trip, and your deviltry, and the ride up 
here. You let her alone.” 

“It would be to her advantage to see 
me.” Still the suave persistency. Sun- 
shine held her breath, one hand holding 
down the cover of the box. 

“Do you want the check for the bond 
and interest?” 


Quinn spoke sharply, contemptu- 
ously. 
“No. I am here in your interests, 


both of you.” 

There was a pause, then Pericles 
stepped to the door, and called her 
name gently. His look into her eyes 
conveyed a quick sinh of warning as 
oe stepped past him into the shack. 

I don’t like to intrude on you to- 
night, Mrs. Evans,” said the latter 
kindly, apologetically; “but it is truly 
urgent. Your first impression of me 
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has been a bad one, I fear. I have real- 
ly tried to be Chad's friend. It would 
have been hard for him to have ob- 
tained a loan on his undeveloped claims 
even if——" 

“Yes, it would, at twelve per cent,” 
came Pericles’ muffled tone. “Yes, it 
would—not.” 

“And I advanced it without delay or 
questioning. Now, the day before his 
disappearance, Chad came to me in con- 
fidence, and asked for my help. May I 
speak to you in private, please ?” 

“Mr. Quinn and I are partners now,” 

said Sunshine clearly, leaning back 
against the little table, her chin uplifted. 
“He had better hear what you have to 
say.” 
“Then I will not say it,” replied Car- 
ter quietly. “Some other time, per- 
haps, you may be willing to hear me. I 
want to be your friend, as I have al- 
ways been Chad’s. Has your new part- 
ner, Mrs. Iévans, told you anything of 
Chad's find the day before he disap- 
peared?” 

Over at the open door stood Pericles, 
tall and awkward in the sunset light, his 
big, uncouth head outlined sharply 
against the western sky, as he listened 
in silence. 

“No,” said Sunshine slowly. “No.” 

“Maybe he doesn’t know about it. It 
was a good strike. If you had not op- 
portunely arrived to claim your hus- 
band’s share in the Sunshine group of 
claims, Mr. Quinn might have been a 
rich man,” 

“Then the claims are rich?” Sunshine 
flashed a sudden glance at Carter's face. 

“Full of untold wealth, so Chad told 
me, the day before he disappeared.” 

“Is that the reason you tried to close 
in your mortgage, Mr. Carter?” 

‘arter was silent, biting his lip, look- 
ing at the slim figure of the girl, think- 
ing quickly, listening to the heavy, slow 
breathing behind him. He had blun- 
dered in revealing to Quinn the fact 
that he knew of Chad's find, yet he 
went on gamely. 

“Of course, there is no proof of what 
Chad told me, Mrs. Evans,” he re- 
marked lightly. “So far as fact goes, 
the claims are worth just about what 


they were bonded for. No more, no 
less. So far as fact goes, you know.” 

“Then why won't you take that 
amount and the interest,” retorted the 


girl. 

In a flash, Carter realized he must 
make his decision then and there if he 
wished to hold her confidence, He had 
no tangible proof, yet he felt morally 
certain that the streak of color Chad 
had found lay outside the Sunshine 
properties. He had often met the boy 
prospecting, by himself, during rides 
over the mountains; and Chad, with 
easy-going friendliness, had responded 
to his bantering inquiries with at least 
a smiling acquiescence. A movement 
behind him made him turn. Cupid, the 
half-breed boy, was standing not four 
feet away, motionless as a statue. As 
their eyes met, Carter’s mind was sud- 
denly made up. He would take the 
chance. 

“So I will, Mrs. Evans.” 
Now?” asked Sunny. 

“Now.” 

She hesitated an instant, trying to 
meet his motive. But the courteous, al- 
most handsome face smiled back at her, 
and she turned toward Quinn. 

“You have my check book, I believe,” 
she said steadily. 

Pericles handed it to her gravely. 

“Chad's pen’s right behind you on 
that shelf,” he remarked ; “and his bot- 
tle of ink, likewise.” 

She filled out the check with a firm 
hand, and signed her name. As Carter 
accepted the check, the latter caught 
his eye. 

“Pardon me, Mrs. Evans, but you 
have signed this Sunshine Tevis.” 

The color rose delicately in Sunny’s 
face. 

“My marriage to Mr. Evans was a 
private one, known only to my family. 
My property is all in my maiden name, 
as my father left it to me. If you are 
worried about the check, Mr. Carter, 
I can——” 

“Oh, no, indeed,” laughed Carter, 
folding the slip of paper and meeting 
her gaze with frank admiration of her 
nerve. “I only thought it curious, that 
is all. When you people up here at 
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Lone Bar start development work, I'd 
like to go into partnership with you, 
just as a little matter of private invest- 
ment. 

“There ain’t a ghost of a show, Mr. 
Carter.” Pericles’ face was innocent 
and his tone friendly. 

“No?” Carter smiled, and turned to 
Sunshine. “I hope you are not preju- 
diced against me, Mrs, Evans,. like 
Pericles here. Believe me, if you would 
let me in on the Sunshine claims, per- 
haps I might help you materially to find 
Chad. I was very fond of Chad.” 

Neither Sunshine nor Pericles spc 
a word; but Cupid left the rc 
Carter smiled slowly, bowed good n 
to both, and was gone. Pericles 
watched him mount his horse and ride 
down the trail before he spoke. 

“Mrs. Evans, that’s the black 
hearted, smooth-tongued human 
inguana this side of Mexico. If I knew 
what Chad knew the day he left here, 
or even had the specimens of ore he 
picked out to ship by express to the 
assay office, I'd fight that fellow on his 
own ground, and beat him and his 
whole Eastern tribe out of Airline.” 

“Would you?” whispered Sunshine, 
leaning forward, her eyes filled with 
quick tears. “Well, Chad's given us 
that much chance, anyway. God only 
knows where my poor boy is; but his 
honor is my honor, and his fight my 
fight. Look here what I have found.” 

She opened the leather cuff and col- 
lar box, took out the top tray, and 
showed Pericles what lay under the 
compartment. It was filled with at 
least a quart of pure, virgin gold nug- 
gets. Folded beneath was a piece of 
paper, just plain brown store paper that 
had come around some of the Deacon's 
canned goods. Sunshine spread it out 
on the table, and the two examined the 
penciled sketch on it. To Sunshine it 
was a maze unknown, and without a 
key; but as Pericles pored over it, 
tracing with one rough forefinger 
Chad's outline, a slow, delighted grin of 
comprehension overspread his homely 
features. 

“The boy’s left a signpost behind him 
to guide us,” he said, in almost a whis- 


per. “I know the way to his treasure- 
trove as though he himself had led me.” 
Sunny stood upright, her face glow- 
her eyes ashine with hope. 
nd we'll fight Chad’s own game 
for him against the Coalition interests, 
and win.” 

Pericles stared at her admiringly. 
I like you, pard,” he said slow- 
ly. “You're game clear through, like 
him. Put her there.” 

And, over the box of Chad’s gold, 
the two clasped hands. 


in, 


CHAPTER IIL. 


Airline became acquainted with its 
new citizen immediately. She did not 
waste any time lingering at Lone Bar, 
admiring the mountain view, The sec- 
ond day of her arrival, she drove down 
with Pericles, and appeared promptly 
at eight before the Deacon's store. 

For in Airline the entiré maj 
the law was vested in the Deacon as 
local notary public, town clerk, and jus- 
tice of the peace. 

“T have paid off the bond on the Sun- 
shine group,” she told him pleasantly. 
“And I just wanted to be sure it would 
be properly recorded to-day. You'll see 
that it doesn’t slip Mr. Carter’s mind, 
won't you, please?” 

“Why, Lor’ bless my soul, ma’am,” 
cried the Deacon gallantly, although his 
hand pressed his heart with a soiled 
shirt between, “I shall esteem it a happy 
duty; and I congratulate you on even 
getting-that much ahead of Jack Carter, 
I wish the rest of us could get out of 
his grip as easy as you did.” 

“Do you all owe him money on your 
claims?” she asked, looking with keen 
interest and sympathy down at the old, 
kind face. 

“Guess we do. We're long on land 
here in Airline, but precious short on 
cash, and Carter seems to have a long 
suit there. So he’s making the rest of 
us sort of chip in; and, I suppose when 
the finish comes, he'll rake in the pot; 
hey, Pericles?” 

Pericles was staring meditatively 
ahead, chewing on a blade of grass. He 
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ignored the Deacon’s query, and Sunny 
went on: 

“Does Mr. Carter own any land hon- 
estly here? Has he taken up any 
claims out and out, or bought any, and 
done the assessment work on them 
right, as the others have to?” 

“No, he ain't,” replied the Deacon 
cheerfully. “He don’t play on the level. 
It's too hard work. All he does is earn 
his salary by loaning money to the rest 
of us, and taking all the real estate in 
sight as security; and, if some of us 
don't pay up pretty quick, Nevada Co- 
alition is going to own the whole 
blamed town.” 

Sunny’s blue eyes snapped, and her 
lips set firmly. 

“Please wait for me, Mr. Quinn,” she 
said, getting out of the buckboard light- 
“T want to talk to the gentleman in 


private. 

For over half an hour she was ab- 
sent. Pericles waited patiently, leaning 
on the Deacon's hitching post, chewing 
his bit of grass, and watching the length 
of Main Street. He was not thinking 
of either of the two persons inside of 
the store. He was wondering why, un- 
der the light of heaven, Chad Evans 
should have vanished off the face of the 
earth just at the vital moment when he 
was needed to save the Sunshine claims, 
and welcome his wife to the home he 
had made for her. He knew Chad had 
made a strike. In his cheery, boyish 
way, he had been talking for weeks of 
the wealth that lay in the mountain, if 
they only knew where to plug for it. 
Then one day he had come home dirty 
and joyous, and had told Pericles that 
he had struck luck at last. 

“We'll go slow, boy,” he had said. 
“I'm wise to the ways of the Eastern 
companies, I have staked out, and 
tacked up my little sign on it, for fear 
some one else stumbles the same way. 
But we won't let on until we know 
what she assays to.” 

He had chuckled over the joke of it 
all. How they two, who had come to 
Airline with nothing but their grit and 
good names to start on, should win a 
fortune. The new strike was on_the 
same drift of ore that crossed the Sun- 


shine group. They would pay off Car- 
ter's bond first before he suspected any- 
thing, he had planned; and, when they 
stood scot-free and clear, they could 
spring the find, asking their own price 
from Eastern ‘capitalists for both the 
new and the old groups. 

And the very day he had started with 
the specimens, he had vanished as com- 
pletely as though the earth had en- 

alfed him. Quinn turned with a quick, 
indrawn breath, as the girl came out 
of the store. Her face was very ear- 
nest; so was the Deacon’s behind her. 
His gray hair fairly stood up on end, 
where he ran his fingers through it ; and 
his eyes stared at the slender figure in 
the khaki suit with much interest and 
respect. 

“I want to telegraph back home,” she 
said. “The Stock Exchange in New 
York closes at one o'clock. I have got 
to reach my uncle by wire this morning 
in time to catch the closing market to- 
day, It’s half past eight now, Mr. 
Quinn, What’s the difference in the 
time here and Eastern.” 

“Close on to two hours that they gain 
on us.” 

“We can get an answer to-day if you 
go at once. You will send a message 
for me to my uncle, and bring back his 
reply as soon as possible. Oh, why 
can’t I go myself?” 

“Because it’s thirty-five miles from 
here,” said Pericles, “and I can go on 
horseback.” 

“Then you go,” she said decisively. 
“You can ride it easily, and reach the 
office in time to get a wire East and an 
answer back to-day. If you don't go, 
Mr. Quinn, I must. Everything de- 
pends on it. You tell him what you 
just told me, Deacon.” 

“Carter’s calling in all the Londs that 
are overdue, Pericles. He swamped old 
Noodles on the Pretty Peggie last night ; 
and he’s going to serve papers on three 
‘more to-day, mine with the rest. He's 
just about cleaning out the whole town. 
We hear his boss arrives in Airline day 
after to-morrow, and Carter's cleaning 
house for him. I wish Chad Evans was 
here to stand up and fight him back in 
his own coin.” 
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“Never mind. I’m here, Deacon, and 
T'll take Chad's place,” said Sunny 
quickly. “And I think we'll win out 
even against the Coalition if Pericles 
here will hurry.” 

It was the first time she had called 
him that. Pericles flushed a deeper red 
under his tan, and grinned, as he finally 
discarded the bit of grass. 

“EM be back by midnight, sure as 
shooting, ma’am,” he promised. “Tm 

ping to borrow Lonny’s horse because 
it’s the swiftest thing on four legs in 
Nevada, and I'll be back if I’m alive.” 

“Don't come until you get an an- 
swer,” Sunny cautioned him; and, 
standing there in front of the Deacon's 
store, she wrote her message on a piece 
of yellow wrapping paper, with the 
Deacon’s pencil. 

It was brief. To Pericles it was a 
mystery; but to Sunshine and the man 
she sent it to it meant the launching of 
a thunderbolt the next day that would 
make the financial world take off its hat 
to a girl who dared to play its own 
game. 

“You ain't going back to Lone Bar, 
missus, are you?” asked the Deacon, 
after they had watched Pericles ride out 
of sight, a loose-limbed, awkward figure, 
mounted on Lonny’s roan, as bony and 
long of limb as himself. Sunny was 
already climbing into the Lone Bar 
equipage, and gathered up the reins with 
a little nod back over her shoulder. 

“Tm all right up there, thank you,” 
she said; but the Deacon called to her 
to wait a minute, while he dodged into 
his store of general supplies. When he 
returned, he handed her a small but 
heavy box, wrapped up neatly. 

“T don’t know whether you can use 
one of them things,” he said, in a whis- 
per. “But it's a lightweight repeater, 
and it may come in handy toa lone wid- 
der woman. I loaded it up for you, and 
all you've got to do is p ‘int it direct, and 
pull the trigger. Just p'int it dir “e 

“T never used one in my life,” Siiay 
told him gratefully, “But perhaps [ 
could if T had to. Airline doesn’t look 
dangerous, though.” 

“"Tain’t, only sometimes we have to 
protect personal rights and property,” 


said the Deacon gravely, and with in- 
tent. “I'm judge here, and I give you 
permission to carry this here weapon 
concealed or otherwise, as you see fit.” 

“Thank you, ever so much.” There 
were quick tears in the soft gray eyes, 
with their upcurling, dark lashes, as she 
looked down at the old, anxious face. 
“You are awfully good to me, and to 
Chad.” 

As she drove up the mountain road, 
the Deacon stood motionless in the 
morning sunshine, looking after her 
with shaded eyes; and, when he went 
back to work, he was whistling a long- 
forgotten melody under his breath: 

“As she sat in the low-backed cat, 

The man at the turnpike bar, 

Like n Pao soul, never asked for 
is toll, 

But looked after the low-backed car.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

It was very quiet on Lone Bar, The 
shack was deserted. Sunny cailed for 
Cupid; but, when no answer came, she 
led the horse around to the little corral 
at the slope behind the sheds, and 
tugged at the various straps until he 
was free from the harness, and the bars 
put up. It was the first time she had 
ever unharnessed a horse, and she felt 
quite proud of herself as she went back 
to the shack and rested. 

Cupid did not return until noon. He 
gave no excuse, and offered no apology 
for his absence, but took up his house- 
work where he had left it, and avoided 
conversation, Noiselessly he moved 
about the kitchen; and Sunshine caught 
herself watching him half unconscious- 
ly. He did not seem like other Orien- 
tals whom she had met. He was you 
not more than twenty-two or three, with 
an expressionless, calm, ivory-tinted 
face that reminded her of a little ivory 
image of Confucius she had bought in 
a curio shop in New York. A bland 
half smile seemed to lurk constantly 
about his closed lips; and his dark, slant 
eyes met hers now and then with in- 
serutable intent. 

“Have you worked here very long?” 
she asked him, when he served her at 
the noon meal, 
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“I came from Mexico with them,” 
he said, in his low, gentle tones. 

“Mr. Quinn said you were half Mexi- 
can?” 

“T have Mexican mother, Japanese 
father,” he explained courteously. “I 
was born in Sant’ Ana. My mother is 
dead, my honorable father has no inter- 
est in me. He is a merchant in San 
Francisco, I make my own fortune.” 

“For yourself ?” 

“No. When I have made it, I will go 
to Frisco, and show my honorable fa- 
ther I have lived without his help, even 
though my mother died without it.” 

“Do you like it here at Lone Bar?” 
She changed the subject deftly. 

“T earn good wages here.” 

Slowly, as she listened to him, and 
saw the little flecks of light that leaped 
to his dark eyes, she realized that the 
mainspring of his life was his desire to 
make a fortune and show the Japanese 
father that he had lived without his 
help. 

“Cupid,” she said deliberately, look- 
ing up at him, “I am very rich in my 
own right. My father left me propert: 
and securities that are valued in the mil- 
lions. And I would give—I would give 


ee 
Cupid had leaned 


She hesitated. 
nearer, his lips parted, his teeth shut, 
as he listened. 

“A great deal of money if I could 
find Mr. Evans, if I could even find his 
body.” The word came with an effort, 
but she was full of nerve, this Eastern 
girl. “I would pay you well if you 
would help me to find him.” 

There was silence for a minute, for 
two, three, and then Cupid said; 

“T may bring you news to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow is too late, I want it to- 
day. To-morrow there are people com- 
ing to Airline who want to own the 
place, who believe in it, and who must 
have some grounds for their belief that 
these simple, big-hearted men haven't 
found out yet. Can you understand? 
And there are only two people who can 
fight them; Mr. Quinn and myself, un- 
less we can find my husband. He has 
proof absolute that these claims here 
are worth—well, enough to make the 


Coalition people greedy, I have sent 
East for help, but it may not get here 
in time; it may not.” Her hands were 
clenched tightly on the table, her big 
eyes full of pleading as they looked up 
at the calm, immobile face. “Cupid, 
can't you find out for me before to- 
morrow ?” 

“I do not know anything,” replied 
nee: “Would you like tea, or coffee, 
lady ?” 

“Oh, neither! Listen to me: Can’t 
you see what it means to us? And I 
would pay you well, I am certain Mr, 
Carter knows something about it all.” 

The black eyes looked at her with a 
quick, sidelong interest, then veiled 
themselves instantly as she glanced up. 

“T do not know Mtr Carter,” he said 
politely. 

“But you could follow him, see 
where he goes to-day ; listen, if you had 
a chance. It’s only a thread of a 
chance; but it might lead to the truth, 
I feel so at sea. I am ready to try 
anything.” 

“How much?” asked Cupid suddenly, 
with the abruptness of his race. 

“One thousand if he is dead, and you 
can bring me the truth, the truth, mind, 
that I can use to bring his murderers 
to justice; and five thousand if you can 
lead me to him alive before to-morrow, 
or bring him here safely. Five thou- 
sand dollars, Cupid, if you could do 
this.” 

He looked at her in silence, and slow- 
ly smiled, and nodded his head, but did 
not speak. When she looked up again, 
he had gone. He did not take the horse, 
she was sure of that; yet he was out of 
sight before she could recall him. It 
was only a chance effort, based on mere 
intuition; but she had been impelled 
by some mysterious impulse from the 
first to appeal to this little, slant-eyed, 
smiling half-breed. She knew the power 
of money as a reward for anything with 
lesser natures. Above all, now that the 
time was slipping past, and she felt that 
on her shoulders rested Chad's fight, 
every nerve seemed taut and tense to 
meet the strain; and she felt ready to 
try anything that might lead to victory. 

All that afternoon she moved about 
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the little home, giving a woman’s touch 
to one thing after another; trying to 
make it a bit less rough and unfur- 
nished. She had brought out little with 
her in the suit case; but she turned 
what she found to account. In one cor- 
ner of the shack was a pile of Indian 
Dlankets—heavy, deep-tinted Navahos 
—anil she draped them behind the 
couch, and threw the larger one over 
it for a cover, and another on the floor 
for a rug. There were flowers out on 
the hillside, and these she gathered, and 
heaped in the Indian bowls that stood 
about. Some flash of sentiment led her 
to place Chad’s chair beside the table, 
with a few of his books close at hand. 
Pericles had shown her the bookshelves, 
built roughly against the wall, that Chad 
had put up for his few treasured vol- 
umes; and she knew the ones he liked 
the best. 

Tt was after six before she finished, 
when a noise behind her made her start 
and look back over her shoulder. The 
shadows of dusk were already settling 
in the interior of the shack; and she 
knew that some one stood watching her 
from the gloom of the kitchen door- 
way. 

“Is that you, Cupid?’ she called 
clearly. 

“No,” Carter’s voice replied, with 
easy reassurance. 

He stepped into the inner room; and 
Sunny felt a quick, vague sense of 
danger. 

“What do you want?” she asked, 
dropping all disguise of conventionality. 

She was alone; and he knew it she 
was sure from his manner. 

“You're not very neighborly up here, 
upon my word,” he laughed, dropping 
into Chad's chair. 

Her lips shut closely. 

“Don't you think it might be at least 
pores to treat a fellow halfway decent, 

Evans?” 


“T do not lie, Mr. Carter,” she an- 
swered, her chin raised, as she leaned 
against the desk, watching Ce Closely. 
“Nor do I even try to act a lie.” 

Carter leaned tocward, playing with 
the woven leather handle of his quirt 
musingly, 


“Then we can at least be frank with 
each other,” he said slowly. “Why did 
you set that half-breed to spy on me 
to-day?” 

She did not reply. . The color slowly 
left her face, and she swallowed once, 
as though her throat hurt her; but she 
did not look sway from him; and, 
strangely enough, she felt no fear. 

“Because,” he added, “I only wanted 
to tell you this: As neighbors here in 
Airline, Mrs, Evans, we do not dare to 
set spies on each other; see? I have 
thrashed the boy for it, and I hardly 
think he'll slink at my heels again; but 
I wanted to explain to you why you will 
not sce him again. He should have 
known better than to take the job.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Beating the trail for some place 
where he won't meet Jac« Carter soon,” 
laughed Carter pleasantly. “I am 
mighty sorry that I had to do it; but 
we can’t have a yellow kid like that 
doing ditty work in Airline.” 

“Why do you call him yellow?” Her 
tone was clear and direct, 

“Because he’s got his price.” 

“How do you know that? Have you 
offered him a better one than the people 
who employ him?” 

Carter rose at this, both hands shut- 
ting down on the quirt handle tightly. 

“You don’t choose your words, Mrs. 
Evans. Because you happen to be the 
one woman in the town does not convey 
the extra privilege of insulting a man 
who cannot retaliate.” 

A flood of quick anger swept over 
Sunny, and she turned stormily on him, 
her hands clenched, her eyes full of 
fire. 

“I won't allow you to stay here. I 
know all about you, and the parti 
whom you represent, and also their 
methods of doing business. And do you 
know what we think of it all down 
East? That they are a pack of wolves 
beating down on a sleeping fold here, 
and you—you’re just a jackal decoy to 
cover their approach. My father was a 
Wall Street man all his life, and I like 
to believe that he was honest. I never 
heard of his having been in any 
crooked deal, and when he died he left 
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me independent Chad Evans’ father 
was his partner years ago; and when he 
started out for himself, along higher 
lines, as he said, higher finance, he went 
so high he never came down. He just 
died all at once, from a stroke brought 
on the day he was ruined by Nevada 
Coalition. You knew this, didn’t you?” 

Carter leaned across the rough wood- 
en table, his eyebrows contracted as he 
watched her. 

“What was his name?” 

“Bob Evans,” she said quickly. It 
was getting dark in the shack, but she 
hardly noticed it. “Now you see why 
we have a prejudice against the Coali- 
tion and its ways of doing business. 
Good night, Mr. Carter.” 

She crossed to the door of the shack, 
and held it wide open, but Carter did 
not stir. 

“I am not gcing until I have finished 
what I came up here for to-night,” he 
said easily. “As a matter of fact, I 
don’t give a rap about your opinion of 
the company I work for. That's my 
business. All I care about is your opin- 
ion of me. I liked you the minute I 
saw you in that crowd—was it only 
yesterday? I never looked at one wom- 
an before, and felt the whole world slip 
away, leaving only her and me. And 
you felt that, too, didn’t you? Ah, you 
needn't tell me that you didn't. The 
minute our eyes met, you came straight 
to me. And you trusted me, too, before 
this pack of ignorant dogs set you 
against me. My deal with them is on 
the level. It’s only straight business, 
child. T have simply loaned them money 
at their own request, on their proper- 
ties; and if they can’t pay up when the 
time comes, why, they lose. It’s an 
advantage to the town for us to even 
take an interest in it. We can sweep 
a railroad through here, and boom it, 
and build up a city, if we choose——” 

“Yes, you can,” she flashed, “after 
you have squeezed out every one of the 
original owners.” 

He laughed at her. 

“Well, you haven't any kick coming. 
You share in the profits, all right. 
Didn't I let you pay back your bond?” 

“Let me?” 


“Yes; let you. It was overdue, and I 
could have easily closed in on Quinn; 
but I couldn't on you, dear, I simply 
couldn’t. I looked at you standing all 
alone here last night putting up such a 
square, brave little fight for a dead 
nm" 

“No, no,” she gasped desperately, 
both hands out before her, as if she 
would push back his very utterances 


rom her. “I don’t believe you.” 
“But that doesn’t change it. Chad 
Evans is dead, poor lad. I'm not glad 


of it. I’m sorry for the boy. But he’s 
dead, and I know where his body lies.” 

“You're just trying to break my heart 
and make me weaken,” she threw back 
bitterly, hotly. 

It was so dim in the shack she could 
hardly see his face. It seemed merely 
a patch of white set with darkly glow- 
ing eyes, like that of a wild beast. Al- 
most by instinct she divined his 
thoughts. - 

“Don’t you dare touch me.” 

He reached her as she called out ; and 
his arms closed about her waist. She 
beat at his face with clenched fists, her 
head strained back in horror, and he 
laughed at her girlish, futile strength 
pitted against his. 

“Don't be afraid, Sunny girl,” he 
whispered. “I won't hurt you. I only 
want you to know that I am stronger 
than you, do you hear, and that some 
day. ag! 

The words were choked in his throat 
as two hands gripped him from behind, 
and he was borne backward. Sunny 
remembered the Deacon's revolver as 
she felt herself freed. She had carried 
it cautiously enough back to Lone Bar, 
and had laid it up on the shelf with 
Chad's books. She turned and stum- 
bled toward the shelf blindly, when 
there came a crash as the table went 
over, and something with it; something 
that fell with a heavy thud. 

The next instant a light was struck, 
and she caught sight of Cupid, calm 
and deliberate as ever, lighting candles 
deftly. But on the floor, rolling over 
and over in the slow, gripping, mad em- 
brace of a deathlock, were two men. 
She stared down at them in amazement, 
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at the drawn lips, showing set teeth, at 
the straining throats and crushing 
hands; then her own closed about the 
revolver, Dimly in the candle glow she 
strained her eyes, and suddenly the 
truth came to her. 

It was not Pericles Quinn, fighting 
there to save her, not one of the men 
fro: Airline. It was Chad Evans him- 
self, white as a dead man, gaunt and 
unshaven, but, nevertheless, Chad. 

“Chad!” she cried, in low, frantic 
accents of half-frightened joy. “Chad, 
is it you?” 

She saw Carter’s hand reach back 
desperately to his back pocket and draw 
aknife. She leaned ferward, took aim 
for the first time in her life, and shot 
straight at the hand that reached, in- 
stead of the heart, as a man would have 
aimed. The hand fell limply. Mr. 
Carter would never hold a knife easily 
again, for there were two shattered fin- 
gers on his right hand; and, as the hand 
fell, she shot again, this time at his hip. 

“Shali I shoot him again, Chad?” 
she asked, standing rigidly, waiting, the 
smoking weapon in her hand. 

Chad laughed grimly. 

“No,” he answered, in a strange, 

“No, we'll let him go free 
he can show men where a 
hot him. That second shot left 
. You may go back down the 
trail, and never look behind. You're 
perfectly safe, man, because I want you 
to be alive the day after to-morrow.” 

As Carter struggled slowly to his feet, 
his eyes met those of Cupid's, and he 
smiled, with the blood staining his 
mouth where Chad's fist had cut his lip 
at the first blow. 

“So the yellow kid acted square, after 
all?” he said musingly. “I didn’t think 
hae had it in you, boy. You're sure a 

1f-breed. No_ pure-blooded Jap 
would have lost his sense of diplomacy 
at the crucial moment. I congratulate 
you on Mexico, Cupid, I certainly do.” 

He walked stiffly to the door, every 
bone in his body aching from the shock 
of the fall backward. Once he turned 
to look back at the two figures—Chad, 
tall and unkempt, and Sunny with all 
her dainty, girlish beauty, 


“There's still the day after to mor- 
row,” he said courteously, almost too 
courteously. Once during his varied 
life, Mr. Carter had been a circus 
barker, and a ring of the old life was 
in his final words. “The show is not 
yet half over.” 


CHAPTER V. 

There were strange and unusual hap- 
penings in the town of Airline that 
night, and yet its citizens slept along 
with customary tranquillity, and never 
realized that history was in the making. 

The moon was not an hour high in 
the sky, still glowing with the sunset 
glory, when Jack Carter rode slowly 
Into town, down the narrow, winding 
trail that led from the Sunshine claims. 
His pony walked carefully, as if it 
sensed the pain of its rider, and still a 

an would break into an oath every 
‘ew steps as Carter tried to keep steady 
in the saddle, with the gripping waves 
of blackness that seemed to sweep from 
his head. He could still feel those 
hands shutting out the breath of life in 
his throat as he went over. But no one 
saw his entry, and he passed out of 
sight in the direction of his dwelling 
place, the room behind the office of the 
Nevada Coalition interests. 

Not quite half an hour later, another 
horse came down the same trail, a horse 
without a saddle, ridden at breakneck 
speed, its hoofs slipping over and over 
again on the rolling dirt of the trail, as 
it almost slid on its haunches under the 
urging of Cupid. Before the Deacon's 
store it halted; and the rider let the 
bridle trail, as he dropped lightly to the 
ground, and made for the back door. 

The Deacon had retired, but only be- 
hind closec doors and shaded windows. 
There alone, in the bare, roughly fitted- 
up place he called home, he was poring 
over papers that affected the common 
weal of Airline—papers that showed 
too plainly how it, as a town, had sold 
its very birthright to Carter for a mess 
of pottage. 

When the rap came on the door, the 
old man started, and listened, one hand 
at his hip, the other on the lamp. 
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“What's wanted?” he called softly, 
“I'm in bed.” 

“It's news from Chad Evans,” replied 
Cupid's low voice, cool and punctilious, 
as always; and, when the Deacon flung 
the door wide open, with a cry of aston- 
ishment, he laid one finger on his lips, 
an stepped inside, closing it behind 
him. 

Less than ten minutes after, the two 
rode back up the trail together. 

Lastly, a little past midnight, Pericles 
came home, after a seventy-mile ride 
over the roughest road in the country. 
He did not look weary, nor did Lonny’s 
horse appear half dead. In fact, both 
had made the trip to Stanton by one 
o'clock, loafed around town, as Pericles 
expressed it, waiting for the reply to the 
message by wire, and had left for home 
in triumph at seven o'clock. 

He was whistling under his breath as 
he struck the home trail; and the tune 
he whistled was a favorite with Mr. 
Quinn: “The Harp That Once Thro’ 
Tara's Halls.” 

So, it appeared, sleep did not fold her 
sable pinions for a quiet roost on Lone 
Bar that night. Lights gleamed from 
the shack till daybreak; and the first 
tinge of gold Iay on the distant range of 
mountains before the Deacon sought 
his own dwelling. 

jut Mr. Carter slept well, with a dose 
of morphine in his system to deaden the 
pain of mind and bod 

In an Eastern mining bulletin that 
week had appeared a small announce- 


ment at the foot of one page. It was 
hardly more than a filler, yet to the ob- 
servant eye in mining s, it was 


pregnant with possibilities and warn- 
ings. It read: 

A meeting of the Nevada Coalition di- 
rectors is called at Airline, Nevada, August 
2oth, to determine on the purchase of new 
properties and the extension of interests and 
holdings in vicinity, 

The Nevada Coalition directors ar- 
rived one day later in two automobiles, 
thoughtfully provided for the purpose 
down at Stanton by their Airline repre- 
sentative, Mr. Carter. Airline, as a 
community, made no special comment 
on their arrival. There was no com- 

= 


mittee on entertainment to meet them, 
no speeches by prominent citizens, no 
fireworks or special music. 

Lonny did venture to remark, as the 
procession paused before Carter's place, 
that every yellow pup in the lot ought 
to be peppered on sight, then and there, 
but nobody took him up. Lonny always 
had been indiscreet and emotional. Air- 
line realized that it had made a slight 
error in financial judgment, that it had 
lost thereby, and it stood gamely watch- 
ing the wind-up. 

apers had fies properly served the 
previous day on all those whose cash 
was overdue, and bonds were called in 
on all properties which could not meet 
the demand, This necessary business 
had been attended to by Mr. Carter's 
assistant perforce; although even he 
moved over the face of the earth with 
caution and some stiffness since Pericles 
had done him up. 

Carter hard timed his final play neat- 
ly. Not once did he show up the pre- 
vious day to face either arguments or 
threats; and thereby he avoided much 
annoyance. Yet the one man he feared 
most never even appeared in town that 
day. His wife detained him. 

The meeting was called to order at 
ten; and, oddly enough, the chairman 
seemed annoyed, Carter sat in a chair 
near the window, commanding a view 
of the road. His assist:nt, the party 
with whom Quinn had had the little 
misunderstanding, took notes on the 
meeting, and answered the fire of ques- 
tions put to him. Carter looked white, 
and tired, and bored. His right hand 
was bandaged; and, dully enough, he 
listened to what the chairman was say- 
ing. It did not seem pertinent to the 
buying in of Airline as a mining center. 
It was more personal. 

“We came on from Goldfield last 
night, Carter,” he said briefly. 
yesterday morning, when I had word 
from the New York end, things were 
O, K. Now there's the devil to pay. 
Some one bulled the market yesterday, 
and bought Coalition, all the Coalition 
stock in sight. Can you understand 
what that means? There is nothin; 
shady about it. Downs & Downs di 
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the buying, and they paid cash when the 
market closed. The balance of power 
in stock lies with one party. Over three 
million changed hands in the deal. Our 
people got in touch with Downs & 
Downs at once, but they withheld the 
name of their client by request. It 
throws our business affairs into chaos. 
At any meeting of stockholders, this 
party controls the vote. And until the 
thing's straightened out and explained, 
I would strongly advise that we let this 
matter of new holdings rest where it is.” 


“Who is the party?’ demanded 
Carter. 
“We do not know. The ruling 


amount of Coalition stock is in the 
hands of an unknown party.” 

“Gentlemen, I represent that party.” 

The Deacon’s voice sounded some- 
what shaky, but proud and earnest, 
from his seat near the back door, where 
he had been waiting for his cue. He 
was in his flannel shirt, and rough 
trousers tucked into his top-boots ; but 
there were a dignity and reserve about 
the old chap with his silvery hair, and 
high forehead, and square-cut jaws that 
challenged attention. 

The Coalition men turned noisily in 
their wooden chairs to see who had 
spoken. Several rose, and Carter leaned 
forward, his lips tightening till they 
were white. 

“T mean just what I say,” went on the 
Deacon, rising to his full five feet two 
as he spoke. In his hand he held sev- 
eral papers, bound together with a rub- 
ber band. 

“I’m the legal representative in this 
here town. At least,” he went on pleas- 
antly, “I share that honor with Mr. 
Carter here. I am judge, notary pub- 
lic, and general regulator, It is my 
pleasing duty to inform you to-day that 
I stand here representing the financial 
interests of Mrs, Chadwick Evans. 
Sunshine Evans is her own name. I 
have here in my hand several telegrams 
from Messrs. Downs & Downs, of New 
York City, to her, stating that, under 
wired orders from her, they had bought 
up all Coalition stock offered on the 
floor of the Stock Exchange yesterday, 
and had paid for it with funds deliv- 


ered to them by her trustee and uncle, 
Mr. George H. Tevis, her father’s 
brother. Also, legally she is privileged 
to be present at this meeting to-day.” 

Carter rose unsteadily to his feet. 

“Her name is not Evans,” he cried 
hoarsely. “They have never been mar- 
ried. Chadwick Evans himself told me 
that he was a single man. I hold her 
personal check, given to me day before 
yesterday, and signed with her maiden 
name, Sunshine Tevis. She cannot le- 
gally acquire this property in his name. 
The whole thing is a fraud.” 

“Mr. Carter is misinformed, gentle- 
men,” said the old man proudly, ‘“] 
had the honor last night to officiate at 
the wedding of Mr. and Mrs. Evans, at 
their home on Lone Bar; and they are 
man and wife under the laws of the 
sovereign State of Nevada. God bless 
them both!” 

From somewhere just beyond the 
door there rose a cheer, then another, 
and yet more, while the board of direc- 
tors of Nevada Coalition sat and 
looked at one another. They heard 
shouts and whoops, and long-drawn coo- 
eys. Also, a few pistol shots as Lonny’s 
feelings got the better of him. 

“They are welcoming the bridal pair,” 
explained the Deacon gently, inclining 
his head to listen. “I reckon they're in 
sight now.” 

But the bridal pair did not attend the 
meeting of the directors. They ad- 
journed to the Deacon’s place, and 
waited, with all Airline in attendance, 
while the Deacon told their story; and 
he did not spare his words. He told 
many things, while Jack Carter leaned 
forward in his chair, his fists closed, 
his mouth twitching nervously, for the 
Deacon, in his low, steady tones, using 
plain words that no one could misunder- 
stand the meaning of, told how nearly 
Chad Evans had been done to death 
through foul treachery. 

“I haven't any idea that you Eastern 
gentlemen know anything about this 
deal,” he said. “I hope to God you 
don't! But that fellow, Jack Carter, 
sitting there, knows all about it, and I 
can prove it. Just nineteen days ago, 
Chad Evans left Lone Bar to ride to 
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Stanton. He was going to ship by ex- 
press specimens of ore which he had 
taken from his new claims to be as- 
sayed. He knew they meant millions 
to Airline, and to him. You see, gen- 
tlemen, we boys here love the little 
hole in the mountains, we believe in it, 
and we've worked at it, and watched 
for results till we've lost everything we 
owned in the fight, except hope. We 
never lost that, thank God! 

“And Chad Evans was the first of us 
to find the real things. For five years, 
more or less, the rest of us have dug at 
random around here. Old Noodles was 
first on the spot, He's different from 
the rest of us. Once upon a time he 
was a State mineralogist and mining 
engineer; but, while his intentions still 
hold good, his faculties have gone by; 
yet he had sense enough left to know 
that hereabouts there drifted one of the 
richest veins of ore in the State of 
Nevada, 

“LT can't tell you just how he did it; 
but, Lord Harry, he'd go back pretty 
near to the Creation in his geological 
surveying, and tell us how the Lord 
had dumped a bunch of rock over here 
and slid a pile over yonder, then cooked 
the whole lot up to boiling point, and let 
her slide. So we hung on and hunted 
after that underground toboggan of 
ore-bearing rock; but nobody found it 
pt Chad Evans.” 

And I,” said Carter quiet 
he Deacon turned on him with dig- 


f you knew of it, then you found 
it out by spying on the boy ; for he knew 
his business. He didn’t let out any yell 
for the world at large to hear. He 
yasn’t planning any buzzard feast over 
his remains. He didn’t even tell his 
partner where the place was. As I tell 
you, he just took specimens and lit out 
country for the nearest express 
but he didn’t get that far. 
“There's one place over in the moun- 
tains that most folks have never seen. 
The Indians call it the Devil's Dive. It 
ain't a pretty place; it’s just a cussed 
Dlack hole that drops out under your 
feet before you know it, and you're as 
good as dead. But a fellow who knows 


his pony and the trail can get by ail 
right. 


“It cuts off close to five miles on the 
trip, so Chad took it; and, when he was 
midway around the face of the cafion 
wall, just at its narrowest part, there 
came an avalanche of rock and dirt 
from above, and pony and man toppled 
over down into the Devil's Dive. Even 
that might have been a freak of nature; 
but, as Chad fell, he saw Jack Carter's 
face looking down at a . Carter,” 
grinned the Deacon, “your curiosity 
sure got the best of you there.” 

Tt was silent as a tomb in the room. 
Carter's face was turned toward the 
window. He could look up the road 
and catch a glimpse of a girl in a tan- 
colored dress, with a touch of dark- 
red silk twisted around the brim of her 
panama. 

Some way at that crucial moment, 
with the words of the Deacon sentenc- 
ing him_for life, he thought only of 
Sunny Evans’ face, of the dark, level 
brows, and flashing gray eyes that could 
deepen to purple in anger, and he said 
nothing. One last card he held in this 
game of fate and fortune. 

“Go on, sir,” urged the chairman 
gravely. evada Coalition might have 
its own ethics in business deals, but mur- 
der is murder, as long as the intention 
holds good, and the company would not 
shield a criminal.” 

“The fall killed the horse, but not the 
man,” went on the Deacon, “I won't 
say any stray angel caught him by the 
heel and saved his life; but somehow 
he was clear of the stirrups. They both 
landed halfway down on a ledge of rock. 
Chad lay still, but the horse kicked and 
rolled over into the cafion. He carried 
the bags of specimens with him, and 
they lie in the rapids below the Devil's 
Dive. 

“Chad was worse off than dead. He 
could neither get up nor down without 
help, and help never came, not the sort 
he wanted; but every night a basket of 
food was lowered to him on a rope, gen- 
tlemen, and so he lived for eighteen 
days on that infernal sliver of rock, be- 
tween heaven and hell, so to speak. 

“Can you picture that to yourselves? 
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He knew that he had sent for this little 
woman to come West, and that she'd 
land out here alone and friendless, with 
no womenfolks to go to. He knew that 
he was kept there for a purpose, for he 
found a message in every basket load 
of food, promising him life and liberty 
if he would give away his find. 

“But the main thing, gentlemen, was 
to hold this man a prisoner until every 
bond on Airline claims had been called 
in and Coalition owned the town. It 
would never have done for the news 
of Chad's discovery to reach the world 
beforehand. There would have been a 
mining rush to Airline as there was to 
Rawhide and Goldfield, Claims’ values 
would have jumped to the stars, and 
every man of us could have asked our 
own price, paid our own bonds, and 
won millions on the deal, But Chad 
wouldn't tell; and it's my opinion, gen- 
tlemen, that after to-day there would 
have been no food lowered into the 
Devil's Dive.” 

“Who brought the food?” asked the 
chairman tersely. 

“A half-breed kid, that we boys 
named Cupid, sir. He worked for Mr. 
Evans and his partner, Pericles Quinn, 
Yesterday Carter struck Cupid with his 
quirt, and ordered him out of town, be- 
cause he caught him spying on him, A 
Jap never forgives a blow. The kid 
went straight to the Devil's Dive with 
the rope ladder Quinn used to let him- 
self down into their shaft. And Chad 
Evans got home just in time—to get 
anarried.” 

Carter lifted his head, and looked the 
Deacon in the eye. 

“You win,” he sa 
the wind-up for 

“If I was you, Carter,” said the Dea- 
con kindly, “I'd beat it to the nearest 
railroad station before the boys get you 
where you live. They're planning it as 
a fitting wind-up to the wedding cele- 
bration.” 

Carter rose and faced the directors. 

“Tf there are no charges preferred 
against me, gentlemen, I will wish you 
good morning.” 

The Deacon waited until the door 
closed after him. As he glanced out 


id quietly. “What's 


of the window, he saw Carter and his 
assistant piling into one of the automo- 
biles with their belongings. As the ma- 
chine started up, the Coalition men 
sprang to their feet, but the chairman 
rapped for order. 7 

“Let him go. We want no publicity.” 

“Well,” resumed the Deacon pleas- 
antly, “he was evidently prepared for 
departure, I suppose you gentlemen all 
understand that the balance of stock lies 
in Mrs, Evans’ possession, and she can 
swing this thing any way she likes by 

lurality of votes at your next stock- 
holders’ meeting. She's in favor of 
renewing these bonds, letting the hold- 
ers of them in on any improvements and 
profits you put into Airline, and boom- 
ing the place like Goldfield and Raw- 
hide. There's billions in it, gentlemen.” 

One of the directors rose, 

“Mr, Chairman, I move that the 
meeting adjourn sine die, and that all 
unfinished business be placed on the 
table, while we attend a wedding recep- 
tion to our new stockholder, Mrs. Sun- 
shine Evans, and her husband.” 


That night, when the moon rose full 
over the valley, Chad and Sunny stood 
‘a the door of their shack up at Lone 

ar. 

“Isn't it glorious, Chad?” she said 
softly. “It's as if we had a new world 
all for ourselves. You'll never know 
how I dreaded your finding me out; but 
Chad, I had to tell them all I was your 
wife. s the only way for me to 
place and fight your fight. 
way, what are the few words, 
after all? I was as truly and sacredly 
your wife in spirit from the time you 
first kissed my lips and placed your 
ring on my finger back in New York as 
Tamnow. And I was afraid you might 
change your mind if you lost this chance 
of fortune. Didn't you break your en- 
gagement before, just because your fa- 
ther failed, and I was rich and you were 
poor? Now I'm as poor as you are, 
so far as money goes, for all I had is 
invested in Nevada Coalition to save 
Airline.” 

“Supposing IT 
back——”’ he began. 


had never come 
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Tut she laid her es al on his lips. 

“I knew you would come back. I 
felt that you were not dead. The whole 
world up here seemed alive with your 
presence. When I looked out at the 
mountains, I seemed to hear you calling 
t» me. When I slept, I could see your 
face. And I can’t tell how or why, but 
I knew that you were alive.” 

Chad's arms closed about her form, 

“T never knew before the power of a 
woman's love,” he whispered. 

Together they looked at the silver 
world around them—at Nevada, whose 
very veins are full of gold and silver, 
at the mountains tipped in silver glow, 
at the moon, bright as quicksilver and 


riding the heavens like some radiant, 
sentient being. 

Behind them, in the shack, they could 
hear Pericles twanging happily on_his 
old mandolin his favorite: “The Harp 
That Once Thro’ Tara’s Halls.” 

Cupid's shadow danced grotesquely 
back and forth as he prepared supper. 
Sunshine’s voice was very low, very 
tender, as she answered: 

“Dear, don’t you remember? ‘Set 
me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal 
upon thine arm, for love is strong as 
death,’ ” 

Chad bent his head in silence, his lips 
pressed to hers. The Sunshine widow 
had come into her kingdom of joy. 


